THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
younger men are filled with a feeling of utter futility.
They feel that they are under sentence of death, and
that creative effort, in those circumstances, is worth-
less. I myself think this attitude is utterly wrong -
criminal almost. But you can trace the symptoms in
every phase of European art - in the long silence of
our best poets, like Siegfried Sassoon, in the neu-
rotic, distracted plays of Noel Coward, in'numberless
artists, in the whole social life of the community
itself. If people only understood that, they would
also understand our "decadent" young men and
their "distorted" point of view. But they never will
understand * . .'
Abruptly, I stopped. There was silence. I felt
acutely self-conscious. Had I disgraced myself?
Had I taken unpardonable liberties? Slowly I raised
my head. I looked into as kind a pair of eyes as I
ever saw.
It was then that the miracle took place. For
Coolidge-the 'silent* President, the man who
'never looked at a picture,* the man who 'could not
be bothered with writers,' the 'arch-Philistine/ the
'hard-boiled politician,' said to me:
*I think I understand, more clearly than you
imagine, what you mean.'
I thanked him. That, at least, was something,
He leant forward, and continued:
'Not long ago, I happened to visit an exhibition of
modern pictures. It was held at Pittsburg, and
almost every European nation was represented-
your own country, France, Germany, Italy-the
whole lot of them. And as I looked at those pictures,
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